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' TO THE-PUBLIC.

Sem———

No new Publication awakens lefs curiofity than a. .
volume of Mifcellaneous Poems by an unknown Aus
thor. Under this difadvantage, (among many dif-
couragements more which need not be named,) the
following trifles are offered to the world;—yet if they'
have merit they cannot be-entirely overlooked; if* .

shey have none they will be juftly neglected,

Tar WANDERER OF SWITZERLAND, the firft
and longeft effay in this collection, has a peculiar,
claim on the lLiberality of criticifm. Whatever its
fare or its .charaler may be, it is neither written in
the {pirit, nor after the manner of any preceding Poet, -
An heroic fubject is celebrated in a Iyric meafure, on
o dramatic plan. Ta unite with the majefty of epic-

fong, the fire, rapidity and compre{fion of the ode,and



{w]

give to both the grace and variety of earneft impaf-
fioned converfation; would be an enlargement of the
boundaries of Parnaffus. In fuch an adventure, focs .
cefs would be immortality ; and failure itfelf, in the .
prefent inftanee, js confecrated by the bokinefa of thes
fizft attempt, . Under thefe circumflances; TRE WaAN-._
DERER OF SwiTzERLAND will be- hofpitably received
by-every lover of the Mufes: and though -the Poet -
may have been as unfortunate as his Hero, the-infire
mitics of both will- be forgiven for the conrage which -,
cach has difplayed. ‘The Hiftorical facts alluded ta.,
in.this narrative may be found in the Supplement to
Coxé's Travels, and in Planta's Hifliry of the Heluetis

Confederacy.

It is proper to obferve;that-many -of the fmaller-. .
Pieces have already appeared in the PosTicAr Rzo1se .,
TER, and other periodical publications: the f;vx_)ut .
which-a few. of thefe anowfmoufly vbtained gave bisth.,
® the prefent volane, .
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THE

WANDERER OF SWITZERLAND,

A Poem.

IN SIX PARTS.
]






THE

WANDERER OF SWITZERLAND.
..
Part 1.
_ __

A WaNDERER of SwiTZERLAND and bis Family, confiffing of
bis Wife, bis Daughter and ber young Children, emigrating
Jrom their Country, in confequence of its fubjugation by the

French, in 1798, arrive at the Cottage of 4 SHEPHERD,
beyond ibe fronticrs, where they are bofpitably entertained.

N[~ g

sbe;b”d.“ WAN pERER! whither doft thouroam?
Weary Wanderer, old and grey!
‘Wherefore haft thou left thinclhome,
In the funfetAof thy day 2



12 THE WANDERER

Wanderer. % In the funfet of my day,
Stranger! I have loft my hoxﬁe :
7 Weary, wandering, old and grey,
Therefore, therefore do I roam,

Here mine arms a Wife enfold;

Fainting in their weak embrace; .

‘There my daughter’s char‘ms, behold, .
" Withering in that widow’d face.

Thefe her infarits, <O thietr Sire,
Worthy of the race of TELL, -
In the battle’s fierceft fire,

~—1In his country’s battle,~—{fell I

Shep.  “ SwiTZERLAND then gave thee birth
Wand. % Aye,~’twas SWITZERLAND of yorc.;
But, degraded fpot of earth !
Thou art SWITZERLAND no more.



©OF SWITZERLAND, A3

«@®er thy mountiing, fifk in blood, -
Are the waves of ruin hurl’d ;_
Like thé waters of the ﬂc;od,
Rolling round a buried world.” -

“Sbep.  “Yet will Time the deluge flop;.
‘Then may szTZEkL;ND be blefts.
v .
On ST. GOTHARD’s* hoary top,.

Shall the Ark of Preedom reft,”

Wand. ¢ No!—Itreparably loft,
.On the day that made us {laves,
Fx:eedomis Ark, by tempefts tofk,
Founder’d in‘the fwallowing waves.””*

® Sr. GoTHARD is the name of the bigheft Mountain in
the Canton of Uw1, the birthplace of Swifs Ind:ped-:-e.
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THE WANDERER

Shep. % Welcome, Wanderer as thou art,

All my bleffings to partake ;
Yet thrice-welcome to my heart,
For thine injured country’s fake.

On the weftern hills afar,
Evening lingers with delight,

‘While fhe views her favourite ftar,

Brightening on the brow of night.

Here, tho’ lowly be my lot,
Enter freely, freely fhare
All the comforts of my cot,

Humble fhelter, homely fare. .

Spoufe ! I bring a fuffering gueft,
‘With his family of grief ;

Bid the weary pilgrims reft,

Yield, O yicld them fweet relief.””




Shep’s Wife. %1 will yield them fweet relief

OF SWITZERLAND,

Weary Pilgrims! welcome here 5
Welcome, family of grief!

Welcome to my warmeft cheer.”

Wand. “If the prayers of broken hearts

Shep.

Rife acceptable above,
Pitying Heaven will take our parts;

Helping Heaven reward your love.”

¢« Hafte, recruit the failing fire,
High the winter-faggots raife :
Sed the crackling flames afpire 3 '
O how cheerfully they blaze!

Mourners ! now forget your cares,
And till fupper-board be crown’d,
Clofely draw your fire-fide chairs ;

_ Form the dear domeftic round.”

15



18 THE WANDERER .

Wand, “Hoft! thy fmiling daughters hring, -
Bring thole rofy lads of thine 3
Let them mingle in, the singy - - - -
With thefe poor loft babes of mine.””

Shep. ¢ Join the ring, my gitls and boyes
‘This enchanting circle, this
Binds the focial loves and joys 3
3Tis the fairpring of hlifa}”? -

Wand. ¢¢ O ye loves and joys! that fport
In the fairy-ring of blifs,
Oft svith me ye held your cogrty
I had opce an home like this!

Bountiful my former lot

As my pative-countty’s rilis 5

The foundations of my cot -
Were her everlating hills, . - .
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‘But thofe ftreams no longer pour
Rich abundance round my lands;
And my father’s cot no more

-On my father’s mountain fands.

By an hundred winters piled,

When the Glaciers,* dark with death,

Hang o’er precipices wild, &
* “Hang,—~fufpended by a breath-:

‘If a pulfe but throb alarm,

Dafh’d dogn dreadful in a trice,
~—For a pulfe will break the charm,—~
Headlong rells the rock of ice 2

& More properly the AvALANCERS ; immenfe accumulations
Of ice and fuow, balanced on the verge of the mountains, in
Juch fubtle fulpence, that in the opinion of the natives, the
tread of the traveller may bring them dowwn in defiruétion upon
bim. The GLACIERS are more permanent maﬁ: of ice, and
Jormed rathzr in thevallies than on the fummits of the Alps,

B
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Shep

Wand,

THE WANDERER

Struck with horror ftiff and pale,
‘When the chaos breaks on high,

"All that view it from the vale,

All that hear it coming, die ;=

Ina (liay and hour accurft,

O’er the wretched land of TELL,
Thus the Gallic ruin burft,

‘Thus the Gallic glacier fell!””

¢ Huth that melancholy ftrains
Wipe thofe unavailing tears :

¢ Nay,— permit me to complain
’Tis the privilege of years;

?Tis the privilege of woe,
‘Thus her anguith to impart :
And the tears that freely low
Eafe the agonizing heart.”




N—

Shep.

©F SWITZERLAND.

¢ Yet fufpend thy griefs awhile :
See the plenteous table crown’d ;
And my wife’s endearing fmile

Beams a rofy welcome round.

Cheefe from mountain-dairics preft,
‘Wholefome herbs, nutritious roots,
Honey from the wild-bee’s neft,
Cheering wine, and ripen’d fruits :

Thefe, with foul-fuftaining bread,
My paternal fields afford ;

On fuch fare our fathers fed ;—
Hoary Pilgrim! blefs the board.”

XND OF YHE FIRST PARY.
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THE-

WANDERER OF SWITZERLAND:

Part1l.

After fupper, THE WANDERER, af the defire of bis Hofl, re-
lates the forrows and fuferings of his Country, auring the
invafion and conquefl of it by the French, in conneGion with
bis own flory.

L7

Shep. “W ixperer! bow’d with griefs and years, .
‘Wanderer, with the cheek fo pale!
O give language to thofe tears;
Tell their melancholy tale.”

Wand. © Stranger-friend ! the tears that flow
Down the channels of this cheek,
~Tell a myftery of woe,

‘Which no human tdngue can fpeak..




THE WANDERER, &Cc. 21.

Not the pangs of ¢ Hope defery’d”
My tormented bofom tear:

~—=On that tomb of Hope interr’d .
Scowls the fpe@re of Defpair.

~—~Where the Alpine fuﬁ\mits rife,
Height o’er height ftupendous hwl’d;
Like the pillars of the fkies,

Like the ramparts of the world :-

Born in Freedom’s eagle neft,
Rock’d by whirlwinds in their rage, .
Nurfed at Freedom's ftormy breaft,
Lived my Sires from age to age.

High o'er UNDERWALDEN’S vale,
‘Where the foreft fronts the morn 3
Whence the boundlefs eye might fail
O’er a fea of mountains borne *



THE WANDERER

There my little native cot

Peep’d upon my father’s farm-
~Q it was a happy fpot,

Rich in every rural charm ! /

There my life, a filent fiream, .

@Glid along, yet feem’d at refts
Tovely as an infant’s dream
On the waking mother’s breaft;

‘Till the frtorm that wreck’d ihe world,
In its horrible careery

Into hopelefs ruin hurl’d

All this aching heart held dear.-

On the princely towers of BErxg
Fell the Gallic thunder-ftroke;
‘To-the lake of poor LUCERNE,
All fubmitted to the yoke.
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OF SWITZERLAND.

REDING then his ftandard raifed,
Drew his fword on BRuNNEN’s plain ;®
o But in vain his banner blazed,

REDING drew his fword in vain.

‘Where our conquering fathers died;
Where their-awful bones repofe 3
Thrice the battle’s fate he tried,

Thrice o’erthrew his country’s foes

® BRUNNEN, at the foot of the mountains, on the borders
of the Lake of URY, where the firft Swifs Patriots, WaLTER
Furst of URl, WERNER STAUFFACHER of Scaw17Z, and
ArnoLp or MBELCHTHAL in UNDERWALDEN, confpired ae
gainft the tyranny of AUsTRIA, in 1307, again in 1798 bes
same the feat of the Dict of thefz three foreff Cantons.

+ On the plains of MoRCARTHEN, where the Swife
Zained their firff decifive viftory over the force of Aufiriay
and thereby fecured the independence of their country, ArLoT®
REDING, at the bead of the troops of the little Cantons, URI,
Scaw1rz and UNDERWALDEN, rcpeatedly repulfed the invading
army of FrancE,
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"Happy then were thofe who fell,
Fighting on their fathers’ graves !
Wretched thofe who lived to tell

Treachery made the victors flaves.*

Thus my country’s life retired,
Slowly driven from part to part;
UNDERWALDEN laft expired,

UNDERWALDEN was the heart.

& By the refiffance of thefe fnall Cantons,the French Gea
‘neral S HAWERMBOURG was compelled to refped? their independ-
ence, and gave them a folemn pledge to that purport : but ne

- Jooner bad they difarmed, on the Faith of this engagement, than
the Enemy came fuddenly upon them with an immenfe force ;
and with threats of extermination compelled them to take the
sivic oath to the new Conflitution, impofed upon all SwizzER=
LAND.

4 Tbe inbabitanis of the lower Valley of UNDERWALDEN
alsne refiftd the French meffage, which required fubmiffion to
the New Conflitution, and ihe immediate furrender, alive or
dead, of nine of their Leaders. When the demand, accoms -




OF SWITZERLAND,

135
O

Inthe valley of their birth,
Where our guardian mountains fland ;
In the eye of heaven and earth,

Met the warriors of our land.

Like their Sires in olden time,
Arm’d they met in ftern dcbate;
While in every breaft fublime

Glow’d the SPIRIT OF THE STATE.

GavLL1A’s menace fired their blood;
With one heart and voice they rofe:
Hand in hand the heroes ftood,
And defied their faithlefs foes.

panied J_y. a menace of deftrulion, was read in the Affembly
of the Diftrid, all the men of the valley, fifteen hundred ix
number, took up arms, and-devoted themfelves to perifh in ih:
vuing of their Country.

Ly



THE WANDERER

Then to heaven, in calm defpairy-
As they turn’d the tearlefs eye,
By their country’s wrongs they fware

With their country’s rights to die.

ALBERT from the council came j~=
{(My poor daughter was his wife ;
All the valley loved his name 3
ALBERT was my faff of life )

From the council-field he came
All his noble vifage burn’d;

At his look I canght the flame 3
At his voice my youth return’d,

Fire from heaven my heart renew’d ;
Vigour beat thro’ every vein;

All the powers, that age had hew’d,
Started into ftrength agaim
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Sudden from my couch I fprang,
Every limb to life reftored
With the bound my cottage rang,
As I fnatch’d my fathers’ fword.

‘This the weapon they did wield,
On MoRGARTHEN’s dreadful day;
And thro’ SempAcH’s iron field,

This the ploughthare of their way.*

Then, my Spoufc ! in vain thy fears
Strove my fury to reftrain;

O my Daughter! all thy tears,

All thy children’s were in vain. H

¥-At the battle of SEiPACH, the Aufirians prefented fo
impenctrable a fromt with their proje&led [pears, that the
Swifs were repeat-dly compelled to retire from the attack,
#ill a native of UNDERWALDREN, named ARNOLD DE WiNe
KRIRIED, commending bis family to bis countrymen, [prang
wpon the enemy, and burying as many of their [pears as be h
could grafp in bis body, made a breach in their like ; the-
Swifs ruld iny and rovted the Aufirians with a terrible

Saugber,
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Quickly from our haftening foes,
ALBERT’s adtive care removed,

Far amid_it the’ eternal fnows,

Thefe who loved us,—thefe beloved.* ~

Then our cottage we forfook;
Yet as down the feeps we pafs’d,
Many an agonizing look

Homeward o’er the hills we caft.

Now we reach’d the nether glen,.
‘Where in arms our brethren lay ;
Thrice five hundred fearlefs men,

Men of adamant were they !

* Many of the UNDERWALDERS, on the approach of the
French army, removed their families and cattle among the
bigher Alps ; and themfelves returned to join their brethren, .
who bad encamped in their native Palley, on the borders of -
sbe Lake, and awaited the atiack of the encmy.

“,
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Nature’s bulwarks, built by Time,.
’Gainft Eternity to-ftand,
Mountains, terribly fublime,

Girt the camp on either hand...

Dim behind the valley brake.

Into rocks that fled from view - .
Fair in front the gleaming lake  *
Roll’d its waters bright and blue..

*Midft the hamlets of the dale,

STANTZ,* with imple gran.deur crown’d,
Seem’d the Mother of the vale,

With her children fcatter’d round.,

*Midft the ruins of the dale,

Now fhe baws her hoary head,,
Like the Widow of the vale
Weeping o'er her children dead..

% Tbe Capital of UsDERWALDEN,
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THE WANDERER, &c..

Happier then had been her fate,
Ere the fell by fuch a foe,

Had an earthquake funk her ftate,. '

Or the. lightning laid her low!”

¢ Rather had the lightning’s flath

Quick confumed thy country’s foe V'

Rather bad the earthquake’s crafh.
Laid her perjur’d tyrants low!

Why did Juftice not prevail

Wagd. “Ah1 it was not thus to be !”*

Ssep.

—<¢ Man of grief ! purfue thy tale
To the death of Liberty.”

XEWND OF THE SECORD PARE:




THE

IWANDERER OF SWITZERLAND.

r———
Part 111,
——

The WaNDERER continues bis narrative, and deferibes the
battle and maffacre of UNDERWALDEN.

LS\

“ Fnom the valley we defcrled,

As the GAuLs approach’d our fhores,
Keels that darken’d all the tide, -
Tempefting the lake with oars.

‘Then the mountain-echoes rang
‘With the clangor of alarms:
Shrill the fignal-trumpet fangy
-All our warriors leap’d to arms,
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On the margin of the flood,

While the frantic foe drew nighs
Grim as watching Wolves we ftood,
Prompt as Eagles firetcht to fiy. .

In a deluge upon land
‘Burft their overwhelming might ;
Back we hurl’d them from the firand,

Still returning to the fight,

Still repulfed, their rage increafed,
“Till the waves were warm with blood;
Still repulfed, they never ceafed,

Till they founder’d in the flood.*

* The French made their firft attack on the Valley of
“UNDERWALDEN from the Lake ; but after a dofperate con-
ity tln:y were yiﬁarioq/l_y repellzd, and twwo of their v{ﬂ,’;l;,
sontainirg five bundred men, perifsed in the engagement,
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For on that triumphant day,
UNDERWALDEN’S arms once more
Broke Oppreffion’s black array,
Dafh’d Invafion from her fhore.

Gauv’s furviving barks retired,
Muttering vengeance as they fled ;
Hope in us, by Vi&ory fired,
Raifed our Spirits from the dead.

From the dead our Spirits rofe,
To the dead they foon return’d ;
Bright, on its eternal clofe,

UNDERWALBEN’S glory burn’d.

Sta;r of SwitzZERLAND! whofe rays
Shed fuch fwect expiring light,
Ere the GaLvric comet’s blaze
Swept thy beauty into night :—

De
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Star of SWiTZERLAND ! thy fame
No recording Bard hath fung,
Yet be thine immortal name

Infpiration to my tongue!*

‘While the lingering moon delay’d
In the wildernefs of night,
Ere the morn awoke the thade

Into lovelinefs and light :—

‘GALLiA’s tigers, wild for blood,
Darted on our fleeping fold ;
Down the mountains, o’er the flood,

Dark as thunder-clouds they roll’d.

* Jnthe luft and decifive battle the UNDERWALDERS awere
overpowered by two French armies, which rufbed upon them
from the oppofite mountains and furrounded their camp, while
an affault at the [ame time was made upon them from the

Lake,
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By the trumpet’s voice alarm’d,
All the valley burft awake;
All were in 2 moment arm’d

From the barriers to the lake.

~—1In that valley, on that fhore,
When the graves give up their dead,
At the trumpet’s voice once more

Shall thofe flumberers quit their bed !

For the glen that gave them birth
Hides their afhes in its womb:
O ’tis venerable earth,

Freedom’s cradle, Freedom’s tomb ! =

With fuch defolating fhocks,
Did the GauLs our camp affaily
As if UNDERWALDEN's rocks

Had been tumbling to the vale.
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Then on every fide begun
That unutterable fight ;
Never rofe the aftonifh’d fun
On fo horrible a fight.

Once an Eagle of the rock,

(*Twas an omen of our fate,)
Stoop’d, and from my featter’d flock
Bore a lambkin to his mate.

‘While the Parents fed their young,
Lo! a cloud of Vultureslean,

By voracious famine ftung,
Wi!dly-fdtaming rufh’d between.

Fiercely fought the qun,
Though by multitudes M,
Till their little ones were flain,
Till they perith’d on their nef.
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More unequal was the fray,
Which our band of brethren waged ;
More infatiate o’er their prey,

GavL’s remorfelefs vultures raged.

In innumerable waves,

Swoln with fury, grim with blood,
Headlong roll’d the hordes of flaves,
And ingulph’d us with a flood.

In the whirlpool of that flood,
Firm in fortitude divine,

Like the’ eternal rocks, we fiood,
Tn the catarac of the Rhine.*

Till by tenfoldA force affail’d,
In a hurricane of fire,
‘When at length our phalanx fail’d,

‘Then our courage blazed the higher.

® At SCHAPFPHAVSEN ameeSc¢ COXE's Traveln
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Broken intg feeble bands,

Fighting in diffever’d parts,

‘Weak and weaker grew our hands,
Strong and ftronger ftill our hearts..

Fierce amid the loud alarms,
Shouting in the foremoft fray,
Children raifed their little arms
In their country’s evil day.

. On their country’s dying bed,
Wives and hufbands pour’d their breath 3
Many a Youth and Maiden bled,
Married at thine altar, Death !*

% In this miferable confli3, many of the Women and
Cbildren of the UNDERWALDERS fought in the ranks, by their -
Hufbands and Fathers and Frieads, and fell glrioufly for
their Country,




OF SWITZERLAND.

Wildly fcatter’d-o'er the plain,
Bloodier ftill the battle grew ; ~
o ye Spirits of the flain !

‘Slain on thofe your prowefs flew:

‘Who fhall now your deeds relate? -
Ye that fell unwept, unknown ;
Mourning for your country’s fate,

‘But rejoicing in your own!

Virtue, valour, nought avail’d
With fo mercilefs a foe ;

‘When the nerves of heroes fail’d,
*Cowards then could ftrike a blow.

«Cold and keen the’ affaffin’s blade
Smote the father to the ground,
‘Thro’ the infant’s breaft convey’d

To the Mother’s heart a wound !*

* Anindiferiminate maffacre followed:the batile.

39
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UNDERWALDEN thus expired,
But at her expiring flame,
With fraternal feeling fired, _

Lo, a band of SwiTZERS came.*

From the fteeps beyond the lake,
Like.a Winter’s weight of fnow,
‘When the huge Lavanges break,
Devaftating all below ;—+

Down they rufh’d with headlong might,
Swifter than the panting wind ;

All before them fear and flight !

Death and filence all behind!

* Two bundred felf-dewoted beroes from the Canton of
Swizz arrived, at the clofe of the battle, to the aid of their
Bretbren of UNDERWALDEN,—and perifbed to a man, after
baving flain thrice their number.

4 The LAVANGES are tremendous torrents of melting
Jrow, that tumble from the tops of the Alps, and deluge all
she Country before them,
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How the foreft of the foe

Bow’d before their thunder firokes !
When they laid the cedars low ;
‘When they overwhelm’d thé oaks!

‘Thus they hew’d their dreadful way;
Till by numbers forced to yield,
Terrible in death they lay, A

Like the’ AvENGERS OF THE Fienp i

EXD OF THE FHIRD P4RY.
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IVANDERER OF SWITZERLAND.

Part 1V.

e WaNDRRER relates dbe circumflances aitending the
death of ALBERT.

Shep. Prrocs the memory of the Brave,
And the Spirits of the Dead;
Pledge the venerable Grave,

Valour's confecrated bed.

Wanderer ! this d’clicious cup,
‘This infpiring goblet take;

Drink the beverage, drink it up,
Fer thy martyr’d brethren’s fake.”




Wand.

f
THE WANDERER, &c.
¢ Hail l.—all hail ! the Patriot’s grave,
Valour’s venerable bed !

' Hail! the memory of the Brave,

Shep.

Wand.

And the Spirits of the dead !

Time their triumphs {hall proclaim,
And their rich reward be this,
~—Immortality of fame!
Immortality of blifs i”’

¢ On that melancholy plain,
In that confli& of defpair,
How was noble ALBERT flain !

How didft thou, old Wawrior ! - fare *

 In the agony of firife,

Where the heart of battle bled,
‘Where his Country loft her life,
Glorions ALBERT bow’d his heal. .

49
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THE \WANDERER

When. our phalanx broke away,

And our ftouteft foldiers fell,

~—~Where the dark rocks dimm’d the day,.
Scowling o’er the deepeft dell ;

. Fhere kke Lions, old in blood,

Lions rallying round their deén,
ALBERT and his warridrs ftood;

We were few, but we were men!

Breaft to breaft we fought the ground,
Arm to amm repell’d the foe ;
Every totion was a woundy
And a death was every blow.

Thus the clouds of funfet beam
‘Warber with expiring Rght ;
Thus satumrial meteors fiveam
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Miracles our champions wrought ;
Who their dying deeds fhall tell !
O how glorioufly they fought !
How triumphantly they fell !

One by one gave up the ghott,

Slain, ‘not conquer’d,~they died free !
AvserT ftood,—himfelf an hoft !

Laft of all the Swifs was He !

So when Night, with rifing fhade,
Climbs the Alps from fteep to fteep 3
Till in hoary gloom array’d.,

All the giant-mountains fleep ;—

1

High in heaven their Mona.rch' ftands,
Bright and beauteous from afar,

" Shining into diftant lands,
Like 2 newwcreated fiar.

& Mony BraNc ;—wbich is fo much bigher than the fure
rounding Alp:, that it catches and retains the beams of tée
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While I firuggled thro’ the fight,
ALBERT was my fword and fhield ;
Till firange horror quench’d my fight,

And 1 fainted on the field.

Slow awakening from that trance,
‘When my foul return’d to day,
Vanifl’d were the fiends of France,

—But in ALBERT’s blood I lay !

Slain for me, his deareft breath
On my lips he did refign;
Slain for me, he fnatch’d his death

From the blow that menaced mine.

Sus twenty minutes carlier and later than they~and,
srowned with cternal ice, may be feen from an immenfe dif-
tance, purpling with bis eaficrn light, or crimfoned with bis
Jetsing glory, while mift and obfcurity reft on the mountains
beborw,
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He had raifed his dying head,
And was gazing on my face ;
As I woke,—the fpirit fled,
But I fe/t hig Iaft embrace.”

Shep.” ¢ Man of fuffering! fuch a tale

Would wring tears from marble eyes |”
Wand. “~—Ha! my daughter’s cheekgrows pale!”
W5 Wifte—r¢Help, O help ! my daughter dies!”

Wand. ¢ Calm thy tranfporté, O 'my Wife!
Peace! for thefe fweet orphans’ fakt; ” -

. W.s Wife—O my joy! my hope! my life!

O my child! my child! awake!”

Wand. % Gon! O Gop! whofe goodnefs givesy
Gob! wl‘xofeA wifdom takes away ;
Spare my Child}” .

¢ She lives! she lives!”

Skep.
Wand, ¢ Lives !—my Daughter! didft thou fay 2
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Gop AimiGHTY! onmy knees,
In the duft will I adore
Thine unfearchable decrees 3

—She was dead!—fhe lives once more !

W?s Daughter~<When poor Arszrr died, ne
prayer
Call’d him back to hated life :
O that T had Periﬁ'x’d there,
Not his widow, but his wife!”

Waiid. “ Dare my Daughter thus repine\?
Arnerr! anfwer fram above ;
Tell me,———are thefe infants thine,
‘Whom their Mother does not love?

s Dir. % Does not love !—my Father! hear,
Hear me, or my heart will break ;-
‘Dear is life, but only dear,
For yoﬁr fervice and their fake,
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‘ Bow!d to Heaven’s myfterious will
I am worthy yet of you:
+Xes!—] am a Mother ftill,

Though I feel 2 Widow too !

SVand. ¢ Mother! Widow! Datghter 1<-all,
All kind names in one,—~my Child !
On thy faithful neck I fall §

Kifs me,—~—are we reconciled " -

M’: Dtr. “Yes! to ArLserT I appeal
‘ Arsert! anfwer from above,

That my Father’s brealt may feel

All his Daughter’s heart of love.”

~

Shep.’s Wife— Faint and way-worn as they be
‘With the day’s long journey, Sire !
Let thy pilgrim family

‘Now with me to reft retire.”
B
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1

Wand, * Yes, the hour invites to fleeps
Till the morrow we muft part 3
~Nay, my Daughter! do not weep,
Do not weep, and break my hearts,

Sorrow-foothing, fweet repofe

On your peaceful pillows light 5
Angel-hands your eyelids clofe 3
And Gon blefs you all !—good night ! |

E¥D OF THE FOURTH PARTy
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WWANDERER QOF SWITZERLAND.

};mi V.

The Waxparar being loft alone with the SHEFBERD, ree
laies bis adventures aftey the battle of UNDERWALDEN.

Snwdie—" 38

Shep. “ Wm-:u the good man yields his breath,
For the good man never dies,
Bright beyond the gulph of death,
Lo! the Land of Promife lies,

Peace to ALBERT’S awful fhade,
In that land where forrows ceafe !
And to ALBERT’s afhes, laid

Ia the earth’s cold bofom, Peace I™*
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THE WANDERER

Fand. < On the fatal freld I lay

Till the hour, when twilight pale,
Like the ghoft of dying day,
‘Wander’d dowp the darkening vale,,

‘Fhen in agony I rofe,
Aand-with horror look’d around,
Where émbracing, friends and foes,

Dead and dying, firew’d the grounds,

Many a widow ﬁa;’d her eye,

" Weeping, where her hufband bled,, .
H'ecdle(s, though her babe was by -
Prattling to his father dead.

Many a Mother, in defpais,
Turning up. the ghaftly flain,
Sought her fon, ber hero there,
—Whom fhe lang’d to feck in vain &
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Dak the evening fhadows roll’d -
On the eye that, gleam’d in death 3
And the evening-dews fell cold
On the lip that gafp’d for breath..,

.. - As Jgazed, an ancient Dame,..
—She was childlefs by her. look !—,
‘With refrething cordials came ;, .

.., Of her bounty I partook,

Then, with defperation bold, - -
AxBERT’s precious corpfe I bore
On thefe fhoulders weak and old,
Bow’d with mifery. before, .. .

ALpERY’s Angel gave me firengthy-
As 1 ftagger’d down the gleny
And L hid my charge at length.,

In its wildeft, deepeft. depe.



THE WANDERER

‘Then returning throngh the thade
To the battle-feene, ¥ fought
’ Mongft the flain, an axe and {pade 3

»With fuch weapons FREemeN fought.

Scythes for fwords our yeuth did wield
In that execrable firife ;
Ploughfhares, in that horrid Seld,

Bled with flaughter, breathed with life}

Ina d.ark and lonely cave,

‘While the glimmering moon arefe,
Thus I dug my ALBERT’S grave;
—There his hallow"d Timbs repofe,

Tears then, tears too long repreft,
Gufh’d j—they fell like healing balm,
Tiil the whirlwind in my brcafk

Died into a dreary calm.
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On the frefh earth’s humid bed,
< Where my Martyr lay enfhrined,
‘This forlorn, unhappy head,
Crazed with anguith, I reclined,

But while o’er my weary eyes,
" Soothing flumber feem’d to creepy
* Forth I fprang, with ltra.nge furprizey
“ From the clafping arms of fleep.

" Por the bones of ALBERT dead
Heaved the turf with homrid throesy
" And his grave, beneath iny head,
Burft afunder ;——ALBERT rafe.

“Ha! my Son!=my Son {”’—Y eried> -
¢ Wherefore haft thou left thy grave
‘=4 Fly, my Father !”’— he replied ;

% Save my wife,=-my childsen fave !”—
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In the paffing of a breath,

‘This tremendous fcene was o’er H
Darknefs fhut the gates of Death,
Silenoe feal’d thém as before.

Qne pale moment fix’d T ftood
Imaftonithment fevere :
“ Horror petrified my blood,

I was wither'd up withfear.

“Then a fudden trembling came
Oer ‘my limbs; I felt on fire,
Burning, quivering, like a flame

In ¢he inftant to expire.”

Blep. - Rather like the mountain-oak, *
‘Tempeft-Thaken, rooted faft,
Grafping firength from every firoks,
Whileit wreftles with the bla,
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Il%and. % Aye!—my heart, unwont lo yicld,
Qnickly quell’d the firange affright,

And undaunted o’er the field,

1bezan my lonely fizht,

Loud the gufty night-wind blewj
Many an awful paufe betieen
Fits of light and darknefs flew,

Wild and fudden, o’er the fcene.

For the moon’s refplendent ey
Gleams of tranfient glory fhed ;
And the clouds athwart the fky,

Like a routed army fled.

Sounds and voices filI'd the valegy
Heard alternate, loud and low
Shouts of victory fwell’d the gale,”

But the breezes murmur’d woga .
G.
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THI WANDERRR

As I climb’d the mountain’s side,
Where the lake and valley meet,
All my countrfis power and pridg
Lay in ruing at my feet,

On that grim and ghattly plain,
UNDERWALDEN’S heart-ftrings broke]
When fhe faw her heroes flain,

And her rocks receive the yoke,

On tlx;t plain, in childhood’s hours,
From their Mothers® arms sct fiee,
Oft thofe herves gather’d flowers,
Often chaced the wandering bee.

On that plain, in rofy youth,

They had fed their fathers’ flocks, -
Told their love, and pledged tl'xeir truth,‘
In the hadow of thofc rocks.

- A
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“There with fhepherd’s pipe and fong,
In the merry-mingling dance,
Once_they led their brides along,

Now !——Perdition seize thee, France !?

Shep. ¢ Heard not Heaven the’ accufing cries
| Of the blood that fioked around,
While the life-warm facrifice -

Palpitated on the ground’®

Mand. “ Wrath in filence heaps his ftove :
To confound the gulity foe

s

But the thunder will not roar,
Till the flath has ftruck the blow,

" Vengeance, Vengeance will not ftay *
it fhall burft on GALL1A’S head, - -
Sudden as the judgment-day
To the unexpeding dead.



o
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From the Revolutior’s flood,
Shall a fiery Dragon flart ;

He fhall drink his Mother's blood,
He fhall eat his Father’s heart: —

Nurft by Anarchy and Crime,
He,—-—bl;t diftance mocks my fight ;

~—0 thou great avenger, TIME !

JDiing thy ftrangeﬁ; Birth to light.”

-~ - -

< Prophet! thoun haﬁ: fpokcn wel!,
And I deem thy words dnmC‘
Now the mournful fequel tell

«Of thy country’s woes and thine.”

+#and. ¢ Though the moon’s bewilder’d bark,

By the midnight tempeft toft,
In a fea of vapours dark,

.faa gulph of clouds was loft :—=
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Yet my journey I purfued,
Climbing many a weary fteep,
Whence the clofing fcene I view’d

With an eye, that would not weep.

8TANTZ,—2 n;élancholy pyre !
And her hamlets blazed behind,
With ten thoufand tongues of firé,
‘Writhing, ragirg in the wind.*

Flaming piles, where’er I turn’d,
Caft a grim and dreadfut light ;
Like funereal lamps they burn’d
In the fcpulchré of night :—

¥ Thetown of STaNTZ, and the furrounding Vi¥lages,
vere burnt by the French, on the night after the batile of
UNDERWALDEN, and the beautiful walley was éonvertd .mh

& wildern:fis



THE WANDERER

While the red illumined flood,
With a hearfe and hollow roar,
Scem’d a lake of living blood,
Wildly weltering on the fhore.

“Midft the mountains, far away,
Soon I fpied the facred fpot,
Whence a flow-confuming ray

Glimmer’d from my native cot.

At the fight my brain was fired,
And afrefh my heart’s wounds bled :
Still I gazed ;——the fpark expired,

Nature fecem’d extiné!—I fled:—

Fled, and ere the nooen of day,
Reach’d the lonely Goatherd’s neft,

‘Wlcre my wife, my children lay:

. s=Hufband !—Father | ~—think the reft,”

END OF TUE FIFTH PART,

N ——
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WANDERER OF SIWITZERLAND,

’ ommbnt——"
Part V.

Q'5x WaNDERER informs THE SHEPHERD, that, after the
example of many of bis Countrymen flying from the tyrana
ny of FRANCE, it is bis jntention to feitle in fome remoty
Provinee of America.

—

Sbepe “W axpener ! whither wouldst thoy
roam? )
‘To what region far away,
Bend thy fteps to find an home,
In the twilight of thy day?

#and. “1n the twilight of my day,
Y am haftening to the weft ;
There my weary limbs to lay,
Where the fun retires to ref.
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THE WANDERER

Far beyond thg‘ Atlantic floods,
Stretch’d beneath the evening Ry, -
Realms of mountains, dark with wools,

In CoLuMBIA’S bofom lies

There in glens and caverns rudey
Silent fince the world began,:
Dwells the Virgin Solitude,,
Unbetray’d by faithlefs mans

Where a tyrant never trod, .
Where a flave was never known, ..
But where Nature worthips Gon-

In the wildernefs-alone ;:—

Thither, thither would I roara s -
There my children may be free; .
1 fox them will find an hom‘e, .
They fhall find a-grave for ma.
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.’Ihou.gh my fathers’ bones afar
In their native land repofe, A
Yet beneath the twilight ftar
.Soft on mine the tusf fhall clofe.

Though the mould that wraps my clay;
When this ftorm of life is o’er,
Never,—never,—never lay

On a human breaft before :~=

Yet in fweet communion there,
‘When fhe follows to the dead,

Shall my bofom’s partner {hare
Her poor hufband’s lowly bed,

ALBERT’s babes fhall deck our tomb,
" And my daughter’s duteous tears
Bid the flowery hilldck bloom;

Thro’ the winter-wafte of years.
G.
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THE WANDERER

“ Time! thy chariot-wheels delay;
Death! unftring thy bende'd bow 3
Sun! forget to bring the day,

Which fhall lay the WANDERER low !™

¢ Though our Parent perifh’d here,
Like the Pheenix on her neft,

Lo! new-fledged her wings appear,
Hovering in the golden weft.

‘Thigher fhall her fons repair,
And beyond the roaring main,
Find their native country there,

Pind their SWITZERLAND again.

Mountains! can ye chain the will? ;
Ocean! canft thou quench the heaxt?
No |1 feel my Country fill,
LIBERTY! wherc’er thou art.
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Thus it was in hoary time,
When our fathers fallied forth,
Full of confidence fublime,

B From the famine-wafted North.®

@ Freedom in a land of rocks,
“ Wild as Scandinavia, give,
“Power ETERNAL |—where our flocks,

“ And our little oneg may live !”?

¥ Tbere is a tradition among the Swiss, that they are de-
Jeended from the ancient Scandinavians ; among whom, in @
remote age, there arofe fo grievous a famine, that it was dee
fermined in the Affembly of the Nation, that svery temth man
and bis family fbould quit their country, ad feck a nw pof~
Jelfion. Six thoufand, chof n by lot, thus emigrated at cnce
JSrom tte North.  They prayed to Gob to condu? them 1o a
land like their oron, where they might dwell in frecdom and
gquict, finding food for their families and paflure for their cat-
#ie.  Gob, fiys the tradition, led them to a Valley among the
Alps, where they cleared away the Sorefls, built the $own of
8112, and afterwvards p‘m‘o/::d and cultivated the Cantons of
Y1 ard UnpERWALDEN,



THE WANDERER

Thus they pray’d ;—a fecret hand
Led them, by a path unknown,

To that dear delightful land,
Which I yet muft call my own.

To the Vale of Switz they cames
Soon their meliorating toil
Gave the forefts to the flame,

And their afhes to the foil.

‘Thence their ardent labours fpread,

Till above the mountain-foows

Towering Beauty fhew’d her head, ;
And a new creation rofe [ !

=50, in regions wild and wide,
We will pierce the favage woods,
Clothe the rocks in purple pride,
Plough the vallies, tame the foods.
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-Till a beauteous inland-ifle,
By a foreft-fea embraced,
Shall make Defolation fmile
In the depth of his own wafte,

‘There, unenvied and unknown,
We thall dwell fecure and free,
In a country all our own,

Ina land of Liberty !”

Shep. ¢ Yet the woods, the rocks, the fireams,

Unbeloved, thall bring to mind,
—Warm with Evening’s purple beams,
Dearer objects left behind 2

And thy native country’s {fongy
Caroll’d in a foreign clime,

When new echoes fhall prolong,

—Simple, tender and fublime ;=
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THE WANDERER *

How will thy poor cheek turn pale f'
And before thy banith’d eyes,
UnpeRWALDEN’s charming vale,

And thine own fiweet cottagerife !”

—*¢ By the glorious ghoft of TELL!
By MORGARTHEN’s awful fray!
By the field where ALBERT fell

In thy laft and bitter day!

SouL oF SwiTZERLAND! arife:

——Ha! the fpell has *waked the dead

- From her afhes to the fkies,

SWITZERLAND exalts her head.

Sce the Queen of Mountains ffand,
In immortal mail complete,

Witk the lightning in her hand,

. And the Alps beneath her feet.
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Hark! her voice :—% My fons! awake;
% Freedom dawns, behold the day!

¢ From the bed of bondage break,
% ’Tis your Mother calls,~—obey !

At the found our fathers’ graves,

On each ancient battle-plain,

Utter groans, and t’ofs like waves
When the wild blaft fweeps the maia.

Rife‘, ‘my Brethren! caft ami

All the chains that bind you flaves;
Rife,—your Mother’s voice obey,
And appeafe your fathers’ grav;:s.

.Strikc,—the conflict is begun ;
Freemen! Soldiers! follow me;
Shout,——the Viétory is won,—

SWITZERLAXD AND L1BERTY!”.
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Sheps ¢ Warrior ! Warrior! flay thine arm!
Sheathe, O fheathe thy frantic fword !

Wand. —¢ Ah! 1rave !~ faint ! —the charm
fflics,~—and memory is reftored}

Yes, to agony reftored

From the too tranfporting charm §
Sleep forever, O my fivord !

Be thou wither’d, O minearm }

SWITZEALAND isbut a name !
- wa=Yet I feel where’er I roam,
'That my heart is ftill the fame ;

SwitzerrAND is Rill my home !®

END OF THE SIXTH AND LAST PART,
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‘Tm-:u is a calm for thofe who weep,

A reft for weary Pilgrims found,

They foftly lic and {weetly {leep, -
Low in ;he ground.

The ftorm that wrecks the winter fky,

No more disturbs their deep repofe,

Than fummer evening’s lateft figh,
‘That fhuts the rofe.

I long to lay this painful head

And aching heart beneath the foil,

To flymber in that dreamlefs bed
From all my Yoil,

™
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For Mifery ftole me at my birth,
And caft me helplefs on the wi;d;
I perith;——O my Mother Earth!
‘Take home thy Child!

On thy dear lap thefe limbs reclined

Shall gently moulder into thee;

Nor leave one wretched trace behind,
Refembling me.

“

Hark !—a ftrange found affrights mine eary .
My pulfe,—my brain runs.wild,—1I rave:
—Ah ! who art thou whofe voice I hear?

——«I am THE GRAVE!

% The GRAVE, that never fpake before,
Hath found at length a tongue to chides
O liften !X will fpeak no more :

Be £lent, Pride?

~

’



THE GRAVE. 15

« Agt thoti a WRETCH, of hope forlo,
‘The vi&tim of confuming care?
Is thy difiracted confcience torn

By fell defpair ?

% Do foul mifdeeds of former times. A
‘Wring with remorfe thy guilty breaft
And Ghofts of unforgiven crimes

* " Murder thy reft ?

“ Lafh!d by the furies of the mind,
From wrath and venéeance wouldft thou flee 2
Ab! think net, hope not, Fool ! to find

A friend in me.

-

¢ By all the terrors of the tomb,

Beyond the power of tongue to tell !

By the dread fecrets of my womb ! .
By Death and Hell!
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¢ I charge thee LIVE ! —repent and pray;
In duft thine infamy deplore ;.
There yet is mercy ;——go thy way,

And fin no more.

¢ Art thou aMOURNER ?—Haft thou knowsy:
‘The joy of innocent deliglits 2
Endearing days forever flown, -

And tranquil nights ?

¢ O LIVE !-——and deeply cherith ftill
‘The fweet remembrance of the paft :-
Rely on Heaven’s unchanging will

For peace at laft.

¢ Art thou 2a WANDERER ?—Haft thou feenr
O’erwhelming tempefts drown thy bark 2
A thipwreck’d Sufferer haft thou been,
lﬁsfortun;’s mark 2
¢
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¢ Though long of winds and waves the fport,
Condemn’d in wretchednefs to roam,

LIVE !—thou fhalt reach a fheltering port,
A quiet home.

& To FRIENDSHIP didft thou truft thy fame,
And was thy Friend a deadly foe;
Who ftole into thy breaft to ainr

A furer blow ? .

¢ LIVE !~and repine not o’er his lofs).
A lofs unworthy to be told:
Thou haft miftaken fordid drofs-

For Friendthip’s gold.

& Go feek that treafure, feldom found;.

Of power the fierceft griefs to calm,.

And foothe the bofom’s deepeft wound
With heavenly balm.
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:‘I_n WOMAN hatft thou placed thy blifsy, -
And di@ the Fair One faithiefs prove?
Hath fhe betray’d thee with a kifs,

And fold thy love?

JLIVE 1—"twas a falfe bewildering fire, 3
‘T'oo often Love’s infidious dart
‘Thrills the fond foul with fweet defire,

But kills the heart,

A nobler flame fhall warm thy breaft,
A brighter Maiden’s virtuous charms }
Bleft thalt thou be, fupremely bleft, -

“In Beauty’s arms,

¢t——Whate’er thy lot,~Whoe’er thou bey:
Confefs thy folly,~kifs the bd,
And in thy chaftening forrows fee.

‘Fhe hand of GOD.

&

”~,
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% A bruifed reed he will not break,
Affitions all his children feel;

He wounds them for his mercy’s fake,

‘He wovinds to heall

- ¢ Humbled"beneath his mighty hand,
Proftrate his Providence adore :
*Tis done!—Arife! HE bids thee ftand,”

*To fall no more.

¢ Now, Traveller in the vale of tears?

To realms of everlafting light,

Through Time’s dark wildernefs of years,
Purfue thy flight.

€ There IS a calm for thofe who weep,

A reft for weary Pilgrims found ;

And while the mouldering afhes fleep,
, Low in the ground;
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« The Soul, of origin divine,
GOD’S glorious image, freed from clay,
In heaven’s eternal {phere fhall fhine,

A ftar of day!

¢ The SUN is but a fpark of fire,
A tranfient meteor in the fky 3
The SOUL, immortal as its Sire,
SHALL NEVER DIE.*



THE LYRE,

“ AH! WHO WOULD LOVE THE LYRE!”
G. - A. Stevens,

WHERE thf.; roving rill meander’d
Down the green, retiring vale,
Poor, forlorn ALcxEus wander’d,
Pale with thought, ferenely pale :
Hopelefs forrow, o’er his face
Breathed a melan(f_hbly grace,
And fix’d on every feature there
“The mournful reﬁgnatioégf defpair.

Le
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O’er his arm, his lyre negleQed,

Coldly, carelefsly he flung 3
And, in fpirit deep dejected,

Thus the penfive Poet fung ;
While, at midnight’s folemn noon,
Sweetly thone the cloudlefs moon, -
And all the ftars, around his head,

Benignly bright, their mildeft influence fhed.

$Lyre! O, Lyre! my chofen treafure,
¢ Solace of my bleeding heart ;

& Lyre! O, Lyre! my only pleafure,
¢« 'We mutft ever, ever part :

¢ *Tis in vain thy Poet fings,

¢ Wooes in vain thine heavenly ftrings,

¢ The Mufe’s wretched Sons are born

% To cold negle&, and penury, and fcorn.

A



THE LYRE, 83

¢ That which Ax.x-:x‘nmm ﬁgh’d for,
« That which C&sar’s foul pofiefs’d,
« That which Heroes, Kings have died for,
¢ Glory !—animates my breaft :
¢ Hark ! the charging trumpets’ throats
¢ Pour their death-defying notes;
¢ To arms !” they call ; to arms I fly,

¢ Like WoLFEto conquer—and like WoLFEto die!

é Soft |—the blood of murder’d legions
¢ Summons vengeance from the fkies 3
¢ Flaming towns, and ravaged regions,
¢ All in awful judgment rife !
~=¢ O then, innocently brave,
“ I will wreftle with the wave 3
“Lo! Commerce fpreads the daring fail,
% And yokes her naval chariots to the gale.
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¢ Blow ye breezes !—gently blowing,
¢ Waft me to that happy' thore,

“ Where, from fountains ever flowing,
¢ Indian realms their treafures pour;

% Thence returning, podr in health,

¢ Rich in honefty and wealth,

¢ O’er thee, my dear paternal foil !

“ I’ll firew the golden harveft of my toil.

“ Tﬁen fhall Mifery’s fons and daughters
¢ In their lowly dwellings fing ;

=~ Bounteous as the Nile’s dark waters,
« Undifcover’d as their fpring,

« I will {catter, o’er the land,

¢« Bleffings with a fecret hand ;

—¢ For fuch angelic tafks defign’d,

¢¢ I give the.Lyre and forrow to the wind.” \
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On an oak, whofe branches hoary
Sigh’d to every paffing breeze,
Sigh’d, and told the fimple ftory
Of the patriarch of trees;
High in air his harp he hung,
Now no more torapture ftrung ;
‘Then warm in bope, no longer pale,

He Blufh’d adieu, and rambled down the dale.

Lightly touch’d by fairy-fingers, \
Hark !—thé Lyre enchants the wind;
Fond Arczus liftens, lingers,
—Lingering, liftening, looks behind
Now the mufic mounts on high,
Sweetly fwelling through the fky;
To every tone, with tender heat,
Ilis heart-ftrings-vibrate, and his pulfes beat.

85
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Now the ftrains to filence ftealing,
Soft in ecftacies expire ;
Oh! with what romantic feeling
Poor ALcxus grafps the Lyre!
Lo! his furious hand he flings,
In a tempeft o’er the firings ;
He firikes the chords fo quick, fo loud,
Tis JovE that fcatters lightning from a cloud !

% Lyre! O, Lyre! my chofen treafure,
¢ Solace of my bleeding heart ;

* Lyre! O, Lyre! my only pleafure,
— We will never, never part !

% Glory, Commerce, now in vain,

“ Tempt me to the field, the main;

¢ The Mufe’s Sons are bleft, tho’ born

% To cold negle&, and penury, and fcorn.
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" ¢ What, tho’ all the world negle& me,
¢ Shall my haughty foul repine 2
¢ And fhall poverty deject me,
¢ While this hallow’d lyre is mine ?
¢ Heaven,—that o’er my helplefs head,
¢ Many a wrathful vial thed,
—s¢¢ Heaven gave this lyre !—and thus decreed,

¢ Be thou a bruifed, but not a broken reed !’



REMONSTRANCE TO WINTER.

AH! why, unfeeling WINTER ! why
Still flags thy torpid wing ?

Fly, melancholy Seafon, fly,
And yield the year to SPRING.

SPRING,—the young cherubim of love,
-An exile in difgrace,—
Flits o’er the fcens, like Noan’s dove,

Nor finds a refting place.

When on the mountain’s azure peak,
Aligixts her fairy form,

Cold blow the winds,~—and dark and bleak, .
Around her rolls the fiorm,
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If to the valley the repair
For fhelter and defence,

Thy wrath purfues the mourner there,
And drives her, weeping, thenee,

She fecks the brook—the faithlefs brook,
Of her unmindful grown,

Feels the chill magic of thy look, .
And lingers into ftone.

She wooes her embryp-flowers in vain,
To rear their infant.heads;

~Deaf to her voice, her flowers remain
Enchanted in their beds.

In vain fhe bids the trees expand
Their green luxuriant charms;
‘—Bare in the wildernefs they ftand, -

And ftretch their withering arms, -
M\
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Her favourite birds, in feeble notes,
Lament thy long delay;

And fiain their fittle Ramimering throate,
To charm thy blafts away.

Ah! WINTER, calm thy cruél rage,
Releafe the ftruggling year;

Thy power is paft, dcci'épiﬂ- Sage?
Arife and difappear.

The ftars that-graced thy fplemdid right
Are loft in warmer rays;

‘The Sun, rejoicing in his inight,
Unrolls celeftial ddys.

Then why, ufurping WINTER, why
Still flags thy frozen wing ?

Fly, unrelenting tyrant, fiy—
And yield the yearto Spring?



SONG.

Rounp Loves Elyfian bowers,
The fofteft profpeds rife;
There bloom the fweeteft flowers,
‘There fhine the pureft fkies,
And joy and rapture gild awhile
The cloudlefs heaven of BEauTY’s fmile, .

Round Love’s déferted bowers
‘Tremendous rocks arife ;

Gold mildews blight the flowers,
‘Tornadoes rend the fkies,

And PLEASURE’s waning moon goes down

Amid the night of BsAuTY’s frown.

- m .
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Then YouTH, thou fond believer §
The wily Syren fhun:
Who trufts the deir Deceiser -
Will furely be undone !
‘When BEAuTY triumphs, ah! We’
»Her fmile is hope !;-—her frown defpair!

-



THE FOWLER, .

A SONG;
C——

ALTERED YROM A GERMAN AIR, IN THE OPERA.OP
“DIE ZAUBERFLOTE,” SET TO MUSIC BY MOZART.

o . -

A CARELESS, whiftling Lad am I, -
On fky-lark wings my moments fly ;
There’s not a qunu more renown’d
In all the world—for ten miles round !
Ah! who like m; can fpread the net ?
Or tune the merry flageolet ?

Then, why, O ! why fhould I repine,

Since all the roving birds are mire ?
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~ The thrufh asd linnet in the vale, .
The fweet fequefter’d nightingale,

_ The bullfinch, wren and woedlark, akk;

Obey my fummons when I call :

Q! could I form fome cunning faare-

‘Fo catch the coy, coquetting fair,

In Curip’s filmy web fo fine,

‘Phe pretty girls fhould all be mine !

When all were mine,~among the reft; .
¥'d chufe the Lafs I liked the beft;
Aad fhould my charming mate be kind,
And fmile, and kifs me to my mind,
With her I'd tie the nuptial knot,
Make HYMEN’s cage of my poorcot, .
And love away this fleeting life,
Like Robin Redbreaft and his wife ! -



SONG;
-
‘WRITTEN FOR 4 O?M'IAL tocx;rr, WHOSE MOTTO L7 ]
“ FRIZNDSHIP, LOVE AND TRUTH,”

Se—
W aen @Priendhip, Love and Truth® abougid
Among a band of BroTHERs,
“The cup of joy goes gayly round,
Each thares the blifs of others:
"Sweet rofes grace the thomny way
-Along this vale of forrow;
The flowers that fhed their leaves to day,
"Shall bloom again tomorrow :

—
~ x>

How gra'nd in age, how fair in-youth,

Are holy “ FriEnpsHip, Love ard TruTn!”

On Halcyon wings our moments pafs,
Life’s cruel cares beguiling ;

A

Old T1ime lays down his fcythe and glafs,

In gay good humour fmniling :
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With ermine beard and forelock grey,

. His reverend front adorning,

He looks like Winter turn’d to May,
Night foften’d into Morning !

How grand-in age, how fair in youth,

Are holy ¢ FriEnDsHIP, LovE and TRUTH !,

From thefe delightful fountains flow
Ambrofial rills of pleafure;

Can man defire, can heaven beftow
A more refplendent treafure ?

Adorn’d with gems fo richly bright,
‘We’ll form a Conftellation,

. Where every Star, with 1r;od:lt light,
Shall gild his proper ftation.

How grand in age, how fair in youth,

Are holy « FrienpsHi?, Love and TruTH !



L™

RELIGION.

AN OCCASIONAL HYMN.

TH R0’ fhades and folitudes profound,
The fainting traveller winds his way ;
Bewildering meteors glare around,
And tempt his wandering feet aftray:

‘Welcome, thrice welcome, to his eye,
The fudden moon’s infpiring light,

When forth fhe falli?s thro’ the fky,
The guardian Angel of the night!

‘Thus mortals blind and weak, below
Purfue the phantom Blifs, in vain ;
The world’s a wildernefs of woe,

And life a pilgrimage of pain!
N.
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Till mild RELIGION, from above,
Defcends, a fweet engaging form,

The meffenger of heavenly love,
The bow of promife in a ftorm !

Then guilty paffions wing their flight,
Sorrow, réemorfe, afflictian ceafe ;

ReL1GION’s yoke is foft and light,
And all her paths are paths of peace.

Ambition, pride, revenge depart,
-And folly flies her chaftening sod §
She mikes the humble contrite heart,
A temple of the living Gop.

Beyond the narrow vale of time,
‘Where bright celeftial ages roll,
To fcenes eternal, fcenes fublime,
She points the way andleadsthc foul.



HYMN, W
At her approach th¥ Grave appears
The Gate of Paradife reftored ;
Her voice the watching Cherub hears,
And drops his double-faming fword.

Baptized with her renewing fire,
May we the crown of glory gain;
Rife when the Hoft of Heﬁen expire,
And reign with Gon, for ever reigne



“THE JOY OF GRIEF.*
05S14N.

Sm———

wax'r the hpur of tribulation,
When the heart can freely figh;
And the tear of refignation

Twinkles in the mournful eye.

TIave you felt a kind emotion
Tremble through your troubled breaft 5.
Soft as evening o’er the ocean,

‘When fhe charmsthe waves to reft 7

Have you loft a friend, a brother 2
Heard a father’s parting breath 2
Gazed upon a lifelefs mother,

Till fhe feem’d to wake from death?
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Have you felt a fpoufe expiring .
In your ayms, before you;r view.?:
Watch'd the lovely foul retiring
From her eyes, that broke on yo;x.?-

Did not grief then grow ramantic, ,
Raving on remember’d blifs ? .

Did you not, with fervour frantic,
Kifs the lips that felt no kifs'd

Yes! but, when you bhad refign’d hery
Life and you were reconciled ;

ANNA left—fhe left behind hér,
One, one dear, one only child,

But before the green mofs peeping,.’
His poor mother’s grave array’d, . .
In that grave, the infant fleeping
On the mother’s Jap was laid..

ok
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Horror then, your heart congealing,
Chill’d you with intenfe defpair .
Can you recolie& the fecling ¥
No! there was no feeling there |

From that gloomy. trance of forrow,
When you woke to pangs unknown, ,
How unwelcome was the morrow,

For it rofe. on YoU ALONE [

Sunk-in felf-confuming anguifh, -
Canthcpoorhanalwaysache’

No, the tortured nerve will languiflr,
Or the ftrings of life maft break. .

O’er the yielding brow of fadnefs,
*. One faint fmfle of comfort flole 3 _
One foft pang of tender gladnefs
Exquifitely thrill'd your foul.
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“While the wounds of woe are healing,
While the heart is all refign’d,
"3Tis the folemn feaft of fecling,
’Tis the fabbath of the mind.

"Penfive memory then retraces
" Scengs of blifs for ever fled,
¥Lives in former times and places,
Holds communion with the dead.

‘And, when night’s prophetic flumbers
Rend the veil to mortal eyes,

“From their tombs, the fainted riumbers
Of our loft companions rife.

‘You have feen a friend, a brother,
Heard a dear dead father fpeak )

Proved the fondnefs of a mother,
Felt her tears wpon yous eheek ¢

103
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Dreams-of love your grief beguiling,
You have clifp’d a confort’s charms,
And received your infant fmiling-
From his mother’s facred arms.

Trembling, pale, and agonizing,

‘While you mourn’d the vifion gone,
-Bright the morning ftar arifing

Open’d heaven, from whence it fhone.

Thither all your wifhes bending
Rofe in extacy fublime,

Thither all your hopes afcending
Triumph’d over'death and time,

Thus afflicted, bruifed and broken,
Have you known fuch fweet relief ?
Yes, my friend! and, by this token,

You have felt “°THE jOY OF GRIEF.”



AR

BATTLE OF ALEXANDRIA.
A -
$o* At Thebes, in ancient Egypt, was erected a fla.
tue of Memnon, with an harp in his hand, which
is faid to have hailed with delightful mufic the
rifing fun, and in melancholy tones to have mourn-
ed his departure. The introducion of this cele-
brated Lyre, on a modern occafion, will be cenfured

as an Anachronifm by thofe only, who think that
its chords have been touched unikilfully,

HAn of Memxoxn ! fweetly frung
To the mufic of the fpheress

‘While the Hero’s dirge is fung,
Breathe enchantment to our ears.

As the fun’s defcending beams,
Glancing o’er thy feeling wire,

Kindle every chord, that gleams
Like a ray of heavc:ly fire:
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Let thy numbers, foft and flow,

O’er the plain with carnage fpread,
Boothe the (iying, whillc they flow

‘To the memory of the dead.

Bright as VeNus, newly born,
Blufhing at her maiden charms;
Freth from ocean rofe the Morn,

When the trumpet blew to arms.

O that Time had ftay’d his flight,
Ere that Morning left the main ;

Fatal as the EGYPTIAN night,
When the eldeft born were flain !

Lafh’d to madnefs by the wind,
As the Red-fea-furges roar,

Leave a gloomy gulph behind, .
And devour the fhrinking fhore:
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Thus, with overwhglming pride,
GaALL14’s brighteft, boldeft boaft,
In a deep and dreadful tide,
Roll’d upon the BriTisH hoft.
'

Dauntlefs thefe their ftation held,
‘Though, with unextinguifh’d ire,
GaALLiA’s legion;;, thrice repell’d,
Thrice return’d through blood and fire.

Thus, above the ftorms of time,.
Towering to the facred fpheres,

Stand the Pyramids fublime,
—Rocks amid the flood of years !

Now the Veteran CHIEF drew nigh;
Conqueft cowering on his creft,
Valour beaming from his eye,

Pity bleeding in his breaft.

107
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BriTAIN faw him thus advance,
In her Guardian-Angel’s form ;
But be lower’d on hoftile FRANCE,
Like the Dzmon of the Storm,

On the whirlwind of the war,
High he rode ip vengeance dire 3
To his friends a leading Rar,
" To his foes confuming fire.

‘Then the mighty pour’d their breatly,
Slaughter feafted on the brave 3
"T'was the Carnival of Death!
*Twas the Vintage of the Grave !

Charged with ABERCROMBIE’s doom,.
Lightning wing’d a cruel ball :
*T'was the Herald of the Tomb,
And the Hero felt the call.
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Felt—and raifed his arm on high,
Victory well the fignal knew,

Darted from bis awful eye,
And the force of FrANCE o’erthrew,.

But the horrors of that fight,
' Woere the weeping Musk to tell
O ’twould cleave the woml; of night,
And awake the dead that fell !

Gafh’d with honourable fcars,
Low in Glory’s lap they lie: -
‘Fhough they fell, they fell like ftars,
Streaming fplchdour through the fky,

¥et fhall Memary moum that day,
When with expeQation pale, .
Of her foldier far away,
The poar: widow hears the tale.

~
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In imagination wild,
She fhall wander o’er this plain;
Rave,—and bid her orphan child
Seck:- his fire among the flain.

Gentl;f, from the Weftern deepy -
O ye evening breezes rife !

O’er the Lyre of MEMNON fweep, -
Wake its fpirit with your fighs.

Harp of MEmNoN ! fweetly ftrung.-
To the mufic of the fpheres; -
‘While the Hero’s dirge is fung,

Breathe enchantment to our ears, .

Let thy numbers foft and flow,
O’er the plain with carnage fpread,..
Soothe the dying, while they flow -
To the memory of the deada .
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“None bv* folemn, tender tones,
Tréml;lé fro thy plaintive wires 3
Hark !—the wounded WARRIOR groans !
Huth thy warbling,—he expires.

Huth !—while Sorrow wakes and weeps: -
O’er his relicks cold and pale,

Night her filent vigil keeps,
In a mournful moonlight veil.

Harp of MemNoN ! from afar
Ere the lark falute the fky,
“Watch the rifing of the ftar,
That proclaims the morning nigﬁ.

8oon the fun’s afcending rays,
Ina ﬂo'od of hallow’d fire,
- QO’er thy kindling chords fhall blaze,
And thy magic foul infpire.
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Then thy tones triumphant pour,
Let them pierce the Hero’s grave
Life’s tumultuous bittle o’er,
O how fiweetly flecp the brave !

From the duft their laurels bloom,
High they fhoot, and flourifh free }
Glory’s temple is the tomb !
Death is immortality !
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THE head that oft this PrLow prefs'd,
‘That aching head, is gone to reft;
It’s little pleafu;'es NOW No more,
. And all its mighty forrows o’er,
For ever, in the worm’s dark bed,
For ever fleeps that humble head !
My Fri1END was young, the world was new ;
‘The world was falfe, My FRIEND was true; |
Lowly his lot, his birth obfcure,

His fortune hard, My FRIEND was poor;
. h .
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To wifdom he had no pretence,
A child of fuffering, not of fenfe;
For NATURE never did impart *
A weaker head, a warmer heart.
His fervent foul, a foul of flame,
Confumed its frail terreftrial frame ;
. That fire from Heaven fo fiercely burn’d,
That whence it came it foon return’d :
And yet, O PiLLow ! yet to me,
My gentle FrIEND furvives in thee, -
In thee, the partner of his bed,
In thee, the widow of the dead! -

On HeLicoN’s infpiring brink,
Ere yet MY FrIEND had learn’d to think,
Once as he pafs’d the carelefs day
Among the whifpering reeds at play,
‘The Muske oF SorrRow wander’d by ;
| _Her pepfive beauty fix’d his eye ;
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With fweet aftonifhment he fmiledy
The Gipfey faw—the ftole the child;
And foft on her ambrofial breaft

Sang the delighted babe to reft,
Convey’d him to her inmoft grove,
And loved him with a Mother’s love.
Awakening from his rofy nap,

And gayly fporting on her lap,

His wanton fingers o’er her lyre
‘Twinkled like ele@ric fire 5

Quick and quicker as they flew,

Sweet and fweeter tones they drew:
Now a bolder hand he flings,

And dives among the deepeft ftrings ;
Then forth the mufic brake like thunder;
" Back he ftarted, wild with wonder !
The MusE OF SorrROW wept.for joy,
And clafp’d and kifs’d her chofen boy.
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Ah! thén no more his fmiling hours
‘Were fpent in Childhood’s Eden-bowers,
The fall from Infant-innocence,

The fall to knowledge, drives us thence :
O knowledge ! wﬂk& at the price,
Bought with the lofs of PArADISE !

As happy ignorance declined,

And reafon rofe upon his mind,
Romantic hopes and fond defires
(Sparks of the foul’s immortal fires !}
Kindled within his breat the rage -

‘To breathe thro’ every future age,

‘To clafp the flitting fhade of fame,

‘To build an everlafting name, .

O’erleap the narrow vulgar fpan

And live beyond the life of man'! -
‘Then NATURE’s charms his heart poffefs’d,

And NaTurr’s glary fill'd his breaft:
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The fweet Spring-morning’s infant rays,
Meridian Summer’s youthful blaze,
Maturer Autumn’s evening mild,

And hoary Winter’s midnight wild,
Awoke his eye, infpired his tongue;

For every fcene he loved, he fung.
Rude were his fongs, and ¢ filly footh,”"
‘Till Boyhood bloffom’d into Youth:.
‘Then nobler themes his fancy fired, .

‘To bolder flights his foul afpired 3

And as the New-Moon’s opening eye
Broadens and brightens thro’ the {ky,
From the dim ftreak of weftern light

To the full orb that rules the night:
‘Thus, gathering luftre in its race,

And fhining thro’ infinite fpace,

From earth to heaven his GEx1us foar’d,
Time and eternity explored,
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And hail’d, where’er its footfteps trod,
In NATURE’s temple, NaTURE’s GOD:-
Or pierced the human breaft to fcan-
‘The hidden majefty of Min;
Man’s hidden weaknefs too defcried,
His glory, grandear,—meannefs, pride; -
Purfued, along their erring courfe,
The ftreams of paffion to their fource ;- .
Or in the mind’s creation fought
New ftars of fancy, worlds of thought 1
—Yet flill thro’ all his firains would Aow -
A tone of uncomplaining woe,
Kind as the tear in Pity’s eye,
" Soft as the flumbering Infant’s figh, .
So fweetly, exquifitely wild,
It fpake the Muske oF SoRROW’S child.
~ OPiLLow! then, when light withdrew;
To thee the fond Enthufiaft flew ;.
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‘On thee, in penfive mood reclined,

‘He pour’d his contemplative mind,

Till o’er his eyes, with mild controul,

Sleep like a foft enchantment ftole,

Charm’d into life his airy fchemes,

-And realized his waking dreams.

Soon from thofe waking dreams he woke,

"The fairy fpell of fancy broke;
“In vain he breathed a foul of fire

Thro’ every chord that ftrung his lyre,

No friendly echo cheer’d his tongue, v
Amidft the wildernefs he fung ;

Louder and bolder Bards were ¢rown’d,
Whofe diffunance his mufic drown’d :

The Public ear, the Public voice,

Defpifed his fong, denied his choice,

Denied a name,—a life in death,

‘Denied—a bubble and a breath.
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Stript of his fondeft, deareft claim,
And difinherited of fame,
To thee, O PirLow ! thee alone,
He made his filent anguith known
His haughty fpirit fcorn’d the blow,
‘That laid his high ambition low ;
But ah ! his looks affumed in vain
A cold ineffable difdain,
While deep he cherifh'd in his breaft
The fcorpion that confumed his reft.
Yet other fecret griefs had he,
O Pirrow! only told to thee:
Say, did not hopelefs love intrude
On his poor bofom’s folitude ?
Perbaps en thy foft lap reclined,
In dreams the cruel FAIr was kind,
“That he might more intenfely know
The bitternefs of waking woe ?
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‘Whate’er thofe pangs from me conceal’d,
To thee in midnight groans reveal’d ;
They ftung remembrance to defpair;
¢ A wounded Spirit who can bear !”?
Meanwhile difeafe, with flow decay,
Moulder’d his feeble frame away ;
And as his evening fun declined
The fhadows deepen’d o’er his mind.
What doubts and terrors then poffefs’d
‘The dark dominion of his breaft ! »
How did delirious fancy dwell
On Madnefs, Suicide, and Hell !
There was on earth no PowER to fave:
~——But, as he thudder’d o’er the grave,
He faw from realms of light defcend
‘The Friend of him who has no friend,
REL1G10ON !——Her almighty breath

Rebuked the winds and waves of death;
Q
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She bade the ftorm of frenzy ceafe,

And fmiled a calm, and whifper’d peace$
Mdﬁ that calm of fweet repofe,

To Heaven his gentle Spirit rofe. ‘



. VERSES
T0 THE MEMORY OF THE LATE yosxPH’ BROWN‘i
QF LOTEBRASDALI,
One of the People called Quakers,

WHO HAD SUFFERED A LONG CONFINEMENT IN THR
CASTLE OF YORK, AND LOSS OF ALL HI8 WORLDLY ~
PROPERTY, FOR CONSCIENCE’ SAKE,

“Snm'r leave thine houfe of clay ;
Lingering Duft refign thy breath!
Spirit caft thy chains away}

Duft be thou diffolved in death!*

Thus thy GuarDIAN AXGEL fpoke,
As he watch’d thy dying bed ; -
As the bonds of life he broke,

And the ranfom’d Capti.ve fled.
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- « Prifoner, long detain’d below ;
Prifoner, now with freedom bleft 3
Welcome from a world of woe,

Welcome to a land of reft !”’

Thus thy GUARDIAN ANGEL fangy
As he bore thy foul on high;
While with Hallelujahs rang

All the region of the {ky.

. ——Ye that mourn a FaTuER’s lofs)
Ye that weep a Fr1END nomore !
Call to mind the CHRISTIAN crofs,

Which your RrIEND, your EATHER bore.

Grief and penury and paim

Still a'ttendesl on his way,

And Cppreffion’s fco!n'ge and chaim,
More unmerciful than they.
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Yet while travelling in diftrefs,
(’Twas the eldeft curfe of fin)
Thro’ the world’s wafte wildernefs,
He had Paradife within,

And along that vale of tears,

‘Which his humble footfteps trod,

Still a thining path appears,

Where the MourNER walk’d with GOD.

Till his MAsTER, from above,
‘When the promifed hour was come,
Sent the chariot of his love

To convey the WANDERER home.

Saw ye not the wheels of fire,
And the fteeds that cleft the wind?
Saw ye not his foul afpire,

When his mantle drop’d behind ?
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Ye that caught it as it fell,
Bind that mantle round your breaft;
So in you his meeknefs dwell, '

So on you his fpirit reft!

Yet, rejoicing in his lot,

Still fhall memory love to weep
O’er the venerable fpot,

‘Where his dear cold relicks flcepy

Grave! the guardian of his duft,
Grave ! the treafury of the fkies,
Every atom of thy truft

Refts in hope again to rife.

Hark !—the judgment-trumpet calls,
¢ Soul re-build thine houfe of clay:
IMMORTALITY thy walls,

And ETERNITY thy day !



THE THUNDER STORM.

" —

O ror Evening’s browneft thade !
Where the breezes play by ftealth
Invthe foreftcin@ured glade,
Round the hermitage of HeaLTH :
While the noon-bright mountains blaze

In the fun’s tormenting rays,

O’er the fick and fultry plains,

Thro’ the dim delirious air,
Agonizing filence reigns,

And the wannefs of defpairs
Nature faintg with fervent heat,
—Ah! her pulfe hath ceafed to beat !

.
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Now in deep and dreadful gloom,
Clouds on clouds portentous fpread,
Black as if the day of doom
Hung o’er NATURE’s fhrinking head :
Lo! the lightning breaks fr'om high,

~—Gob is coming !—Gob is nigh!

Hear ye not his chariot wheels,
As the mighty thunder rolls 2
NATURE, ftartled NATURE reels,
From tixe centre to the poles:
Tremble !—Ocean, Earth, and Sky !
Tremble !—Gob is paffing by !

Darknefs, wild with horror, forms
His myfterious hiding place;
Shoulq He, from his ark of fiorms,
" Rend the veil and fhew his face,
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At the judgment of his eye,
All the Univerfe would die.

Brighter, broader lightnings flath,
Hail and rain tempeftuous fall 5
Louder, déeper thunders crafh,
Defolation threatens all 3
Struggling NATURE gafps for breath,
In the agony of death.

Gop of VenGgEANcE ! from above
While thine awful bolts are hurl’d,

O remember Thou art Lovs !
Spare|—O fpare a guilty world !

Stay Thy flaming wrath awhile,

8ee Thy bow of promife fmile

Welcome, in the eaftern cloud,

Mefienger of Mercy fill |
R

129
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Now, ye winds! proclaim aloud,

¢ Peace on Earth, to Man good will!”
NaTure! Gob’s repenting Child,
See thy Parent reconciled !

Hark! the Nightingale, afar,
Sweetly fings the fun to reft, ‘
And awakes the evening ftar
In the rbfy-tinted weft:
‘While the moon’s enchanting eye
‘Opens paradife on high !

Cool and tranquil is the night,
NaTurE’s fore affli®ions ceafe,
For the fiorm, that fpent its might,
‘Was a covenant of peace :
VENGEANCE drops her harmlefs rod 3
—MERcy is the POWER OF GOD! - -



ODE
TO THE VOLUNTEERS OF BRITAIN,
On the prospeét of Invasion.

O rox the death of Thof,
Who for their Country die,

" Sink on her bofom to repofe,
And triumph where they lic!

HMow beautiful in death

The WARRI0R’s corfe appears,
Embalm’d by fond AFFECTION’s breath,
And bathed in WoMAN’s tears! )

“Their lovelieft native earth

Enfhrines the fallen Brave;

In the dearland that gave them bisth
They find their tranquil grave.
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~—But the wild waves fhall fweep
BriTANNIA’S foes away,

And the blue monfters of the deep
Be furfeited with prey !—

No !—they have *fcaped the waves,
*Scaped the fea-monfters’ maws ;
They come !" but O fhall GALLIC SLAvES

Give ENGLISH FREEMEN laws?

By AvrreD’s Spirit, No!

—Ring, ring the loud alarms ;

Ye drums awake, ye clarions blow,
Ye Heralds fhout “to arms!”

To arms our Heroes fly;

And leading on their lines,

The BriTisH BANNER in the &ky,’
The far of conqueft, fhines.
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The lowering battle forms

It’s terrible array ;

Like clathing clouds in mountain-ftorms,
That thunder on their way ;

The rufhing armies meet :

And while they pour their breath,

The ftrong Earth fhudders at their feet,
The day grows dim with death.

——Ghofts of the mightydead!
Your Children’s hearts infpire ;

And while they on your afhes tread,
Rekindle all your fire.

The Dead to life return ;

Our fathers’ fpirits rife !,

—My Brethren! in YouRr breafts they burn,
They fparkle in Your eyes.
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Now launch upon the foe

The lightning of your rage;

Strike, ftrike the’ affailing Giants low,
The TiTAxs of the age.

They yield,—they breai,—they fiy;

The viGtory is won :

Purfue |——they faint,—they fall,—they die;
O ftay !——the work is done.

SPIRIT OF VENGEANCE ! reft:
Sweet MERCY cries, ¢ forbear!”
She clafps the vanquifh’d to her breaft ;

Thou wilt not pierce them there ?

——Thus vanifh BriTAIx’s foes
From her confuming eye !
But rich be the reward of Thofe

‘Who conquer,——Thofe who die !
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O’erfhadowing laurels deck

The living HERO’s brows:
But lovelier wreaths entwine his neck,

—His children and his spouse !

Exulting o’er his lot,

The dangers he has braved ;

He clafps the dear ones, hails the eot,
‘Which his own valour faved.

——DAUGHTERS OF ALBION! weep;
On this triumphant plain,
Your fathers, hufbands, brethren fleep,

For you and freedom flain.

O gently clofe the eye

‘That loved to look on you 3

O feal the lip, whofe earlieft figh,
Whofe lateft breath was true
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With knots of fweeteft flowers
Their winding fheet perfume ;
And wath their wounds with true-love thowers,

And drefs them for the tomb:

For beautiful in death
The WARRIOR’s corfe appears,

Embalm’d by forid AFFECTION’s breath,
And bathed in WomMAN’s tears,

——Give me the death of Thofe
‘Who for their country die;

And O be mine like their repofe
‘When cold and low they lie !

Their lovelieft mother-earth
Enfhrines the fallen brave,

In her fweet lap who gave them birth
They find their tranquil grave. '



THE VIGIL OF ST. MARK.

¢

Ruv&nmc from their evening walk,
On yonder ancient ftyle,
In fweet, romantic, tender talk,

Two lovers paufed awhile ;=

Epmuxb, the monarch of the dale, ‘
Allconfcious of his powers;
EvLLa, the lily of the vale,

The rofe of AusurN’s bowers!

In airy Love’s delightful bands
He held h'cr heart in vain ;
The Nymph denied her willing hand}

To Hymsn’s awful chain,
S
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% Ah! why,” faid he,  our blifs delay!
« Mine ELLa! why fo cold ?

* Thofe who but love from day to day,

From day to day grow old. .

“ The bounding arrow cleaves the fky,
% Nor leaves a trace behind 3
¢ And fingle lives like arrows fly,

¢ —They vanith thro’ the wind,

“ In Wedlock’s fweet endearing lot
¢ Let us improve the fcene,

¢ That fome may be, when we are not,
¢ To tell—that we have been.”

¢ >Tis now,” replied the village Belle,
¢« Saint Mark’s myfterious eve 3

¢ And all that old traditions tell
1 tremblingly believe :—
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« How, when the midnight fignal tolls,
¢ Along the church-yard green,
« A ‘mournful train of fenteneced fouls

“ In winding fheets are feen !

¢ The ghofts of all, whom DeaTH fhall doom
“ Within the coming year,
¢ 1In pale proceffion walk the gloom,

¢ Amid the filence dréar!

« If EDMUXD, boild in confeious might,
“ By love feverely tried,

¢ Can brave the terrors of to-night,
¢ ELvrA will be his bride.”

She fpake,—and, like the nimble fawn,
From EpMunp’s prefence fledt

¥e fought, acrofs the rural lawn,
The dwelling of the dead !
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' That filent, folemn, fimple fpot,
The mouldering realm of peace,
Where human paffions are forgat !
‘Where human follies ceafe!

The gliding moon, through heaven ferenc;
Purfued her tranquil way,

And fhed o’er all the fleeping fcene
A foft no&urnal day.

With fwelling heart and eager feet,
Youné EpMuND gain’d the church,
And chofe his folitary feat
Within the dreadful porch.

Thick, threatening clouds, affembling foon,
Their dragon-wings difplay’d ;

Eclipfed the flow-retirigg moon,
And quench’d the flars in fhade.
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Amid the deep abyfs of gloom
No ray of beauty fmiled,

Save, gliftening o’er fome haunted tomb,
The glow-worm’s luftre wild.

The village watch-dogs bay’d around,
‘The long grafs whiftled drear,

"The fteeple trembled to the ground,
Even EpMUND qﬁaked with fear.

All on a fudden died the blaft,
Dumb horror chill’d the air,

While NATURE feem’d to paufe aghaft,
In uttermoft defpair.

~Twelve times the midnight herald toll’d
As oft did EpMunp flart ;

For every ftroke fell dead and cold
Upon his fainting heast.
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Then ‘glaring through the ghaftly gloom,
_ Along the church-yard green,
The deftin’d vi&tims of the tomb

In winding fheets were feen.

In that pale moment Epmunp ftood,
Sick with fevere fu.rpﬁfc H

‘While creeping horror drank his blood,
And fix’d his flinty eyes.

He faw the'fecreta of the grave!l
He faw the face of DEaTH !

No pitying power appear’d to fave—
He gafp’d away his breath !

Yet fill the feerie his foul beguiled,
And every fpe&tre cift

A look, unﬁttenbly wildy
On EpMuND, as they pafi'da
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All on the ground entranced he lay 3
At length the vifion broke !

~—When, lo !—a kifs as cold as clay,
The flumbering Youth awoke.

That moment, ftreaming through a cloud,
The fudden moon difplay’d,
Robed in a melancholy throud,

The image of a maid.’

Her dufky veil afide the threw,
And fhew’d a face moft faiy 3
~To clafp his ELLA—~Epmunp flew,
And clipt the empty air !

% Ha! who art thou !”’~His cheek grew pale ;
A well-known voice replied,

# ELLA, the lily of the vale!
“ ELLa—thy deftin’d bride {”?
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- ‘To win his neck, her au'y arms
. 'The pallid phantom fpread
Recoiling from her blafted charms,
‘The’ affrighted lover fled.

To fhun the vifionary maid
His fpe.ed outftript the wind ;.
But,—though unfeen to move,~the fhade
‘Was evermore behind { ’

So DeaTH’s unerring arrows glidey
Yet feem fufpended ftill

‘Nor paufe, nor fhrink, nor tum afide,
But fmite, fubdue and kill.

O’er many a mountain, moor and vale,
On that tremendous night,

The Ghoft of ELLa, wild and pale,
Purfued her Lover’s flight.
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But when the dawn began to gleam,
Ere yet the morning fhone,

She vanifh’d like a nightmare-dream,
And Epmunb ftood alone.

Thl"ce days, bewilder’d and forlorn,
He fought his home in vain ; .
At lcngfh he hail’d the hoary thorm,
‘That crown’d his native plain.

*T'was evening :—all the air was balm,
The heavens ferenely clear ;
When the foft mufic of a pfalm

Came penfive o’er his ear.

Then funk his heart ;—a firange furmife
Made all his blood run cold :
He flew,—a funeral met his eyes;

He paufed,—a death-bell toll'd.
T.
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«*Tig fhe | tis fhe {"—He burtt away ;
~ And bending o’er the fpot, ‘
Where all that once was Er1A lay,

He all befide forgot !

A maniac now, in dumb defpair,
With love-bewilder’d mien,

He wanders, weeps and watches there,
Among the hillocks green.

And every Eve of pale 8. Maxx,
As village hinds relate,

H:: walks with ELL4 in the dark,
And reads the rolls of Fate!?



HANNAH,

rv——

A'r fond fixteen my roving heart
‘Was pierced by Love’s delightful darts
Keen tranfport throb’d thro’ every, vein,

~1 never felt fo fweet a pain !

Where circling woods embower’d the glade;
I met the dear romantic maid:

1 ftole her hand,~it thruak,—but no!.

1 would not:let my captive gos

With all the fervency of youtin, .
‘While paffion told the tale of trath,
Lmark’d my Hawnan’s downcalt cye,
. ?Twas kind, but beautifully thy.
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Not with a wérmer, purer ray,

The Sun, enamour'd, wooes young May;
Nor May, with fofter maiden grace,
Turns from the fun her bluthing face,

But, fwifter than the frighted dove, )

_ Fled the gay morning of my love:
Ah! thatfo bright a morn, fo foon, '
Should vanifh in fo dark a nopn !

The angel of affli®ion rofe,

And in his grafp a thoufand woes 3
He pour’d his vial on my head,
~A;ld all the heaven of.raptt’m: fled.

Yet, in the glory of my pride,

I ﬁoo&,ﬁnd all his wrath defied 3

I food,~though whirlwinds thook my brais,
And lightnings cleft my foul in twain,

PN
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I thun’d my nymph ;—and knew not why
I durft not meet her gentle eye;

I fhun’d her,—for I could not bear -
_To marry her to my defpair.

Yet, fick at heart with hope delay’d,

Oft the dear image of that maid
" Glanced, ]ikc the rainbow, o’er my mind;
-And promifed happinefs behind. -

The ftorm blew o’er, and in my breaft
The halcyon peace rebuilt her neft;
The ftorm blew o’er, and ¢lear and mild'

The fea of youth and pleafure fmiled.

*T'was on the merry morn of May,
To HaNNAH'S cot I took my way‘;
My eager hopes were on the wing,
Like fwallows fporting in the fpriog.
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Then as I climb’d the mountains o’er,
I lived my wooing days once more:
And fancy. fketch’d my married lot,
My wife, rﬁy children and my cot !

1 faw the village fteeple rife,—
" My foul fprang, fparkling, in my eyes;
The rural bells rang fweet and cledr,—
" My fond heart liften’d in mine ear.

I reach’d the hamlet :—all was.gay ;

I love a ruftic holiday !

Imeta we'dding,—ﬁcp’d afide;

It pafs’d ;—my HANNAH was the bride !

~——There is a grief that cannot feel; A

It leaves a wound that will net heal;
~——My heart grew cald, ~~it, felt not thes ;-
When fhall it ceafc to.feel again?



A FIELD FLOWER;

ON FINDING ONE IN FULL BLOOM ON.CHRISTMAS DAY
1803.

e e e et
T uzre is a flower, a little Aower,
With filver creft and golden eye,
_ That welcomes every changing hout,
And weathers every fky. '

The prouder Beauties of the field, N
In gay but quick fucceffion thine,

Race after race their honours yicfd,

‘They fourifh and decline.

But this fmall flower, to Nature dede,
‘While moons ard ftars their c‘:ourfes 1ufl,
+ Wreathes the whole circle of the yeat,
_“Companion of the fun, B
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It fmiles upon the lap of May,
To fultry Auguft fpreads its charms,
Lights pale O&ober on his way,

And twines December’s arms.

The purple heath, and golden broom,
On moory mountains catch the gale,
O’er lawns the lily fheds perfume,
The violet in the vale. ’

But this bald floweret climbs the hill,
Hides in the foreft, haunts the glen,
Plays on the margin of the ll, -
Peeps round the fox’s den.

Within the garden’s cultured round,
T¢ thares the fweet carnation’s bed ;
And blooms on confecrated grouﬁd .

Ta honour of the dead. )
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The lambkin crops its crimfon gem,
The wild-bee murmurs on its breaft,
The blue-fiy bends its penfile ftem,
Light o’er the fky-lark’s neft. :

*Tis FLorA’s page:—In every place, -
In every feafon, freth and fau',

It opens with perennjal grace,

And blofoms every where.

On wafte and woodland, rock and plain,
Tts humble buds unheeded rife;

The Rofe has but a fummer-reign,
The DAISY never dies.



THE SNOIW-DROP,

W | o)

Wnn‘n ! retire,

Thy reign is paft ;

Hoary Sire!

Yield the fceptre of thy fway,

Sound thy trumpet in the blaft,. .
Ang call thy ﬁoyma away;

Winter! retire; . .
Wherefore do thy wheels delay 2 -
Mount the chariot of thine ire, .
And quit the realms of day;

On thy fate

Whirlwinds wait; | ‘

And blood-hot meteorétend thee light;

[
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Hence to dreary arctic regions,
Summon thy terrific legions 3
Hence to caves.of .northern mcbt.
Speed thy flight. .

From halcyon feas

And purer fkies,

O fouthern breeze !

Awake, arife :

Breath of heaven ! benignly b]ow;
Melt the fnow ’
Breath of heaven! unchain the flgods,
Warm the woods,

And make the mountains flow.

Aufpicious to the Mule’s. praysr,
The frefhening gale
Embalms the vale,

Axd breathes enchantment thro’ the air:

EL ]
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On its wing

Floats the Spring,

‘With glowing eye, and golden hair:
Dark before her Angel-form

She drives the Demon of the ftorm,
Like Gladnefs chafing Care.

Winter’s gloomy night withdrawn,
Lo! the young romantic Hours
Search the hill, the dale, the lawn,
To behold the SNOW-DROP white
Start to light,

And fhine in FLorA’s defart bowers,
Beneath the vernal dawn,

‘The Morning Star of Flowers |-

-0 welcome to our Ifle,

Thou Mcﬂ'cngcx of Peace !
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At whofe bewitching fmile

. ‘The embattled tempefts ceafe:-
Emblem of Innocence and Truth!.
Firftborn of Nature’s wdmb,.
‘When ftrong in renovated youth, .
She burfts from Winter’s tomb ;-
Thy Parent’s eye hath thed

A precious dew-drap on thine head,.
Frail as a Mother’s tear

Upon her infant’s face,

‘When ardent hope ta tender fear, .
And anxious love, gives place.
Butlo! the dew-drop falls away,._
‘The fun falutes thee with a ray,
‘Warm as a Mother’s kifs .

Upon her Infant’s cheek,

‘When the heart bounds with blifé
And joy that cannet fpeak !
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——When I mect thee by the way,
Like a pretty, fportive child,

On the winter-waftéd wild,

With thy darliné breeze at play,
Opening to the radiant ky

All the fweetnefs of thine eye;

—Or bright with-funbeains, frefh with fhowets,
O thou Fairy-Qsicen of Howers |
Watch thee o’er the plain advatce

At the head of FLorA’s dance 3
Simple SNOW-DROP ! then in thee
All thy fifter train I foe:

Every brilliant bud that blows,

From the blue-bell to the rofe;

All the beauties that appéar

" On the bofom of the Year;

All that wreathe the locks of Sprine,
Summer’s ardent breath perfame,
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Or on the lap of Autumn bloom, . -
~—All to thee their tribute bring,

Exhale their incenfe at thy fhriste,

~—Their hues, their odoyrs all are thine! -
For while thy humble form I view,

The Mufe’s keen prophetic fight

Brings fair Futurity to light, - o
And I-'ancy’u‘ugic makes the viflon truds -

«—There is a Winter in n{y'l;olﬂ,
The Winter of defpair; '
Q when fhall Spring its rage controu]’
When thall the SNOW-DROP bloﬂ'om there ?
‘ Cold.gleams of comfort fometimes dart
A dawn of glory on my heart,
But q;xickly pafs away :
Thus Northem-lighte the gloom adorn,
And give the promife of 2 morn,
‘That never tums to day!
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~——But hark! methinks I hear
A fmall ftill whifper in mine ear; .
¢ Rafh Youth! repent, |
« AflliGions from above,
¢ Are Angels fent
¢ On embaffies of love. -
¢« A fiery Legion, at thy birth,
¢ Of ¢haftening Woes were given,
¢ To pluck thy flowers of Hope from easth,
# And plant them high
“ O’er yonder {ky, "
“« Transfc;m’d to ftarsy—and f?x'd in Leaven.”



e

THE OCEAN.

WRITTEN AT SCARBOROUGH, IN THE SUMMER OF 1803,

[ e ere———
—_—

A L1 hail to the ruins* the rocks and the thores

Thou wide-rolling OCEAN, all hail ! )

Now brilliant with fun-beams, and dimpled with
oars,

Now dark with the frefh-blowing gale, i

While foft o’er thy bofom the cloud-thadows faily

And the filver-wing’d fea-fowl on high;

L’ike méteor‘s bcfi;anglc the iky,

Or dive in the gulph, or triumphantly ride, '

Like fm on the furges, the fwans of the tide.

* Scarboro’ Caftley
W, T
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From the tumult and fmoke of the city fet free,

With eager and awful delight,

From the creft of the mountain I gaze upon thee;

I gaze,——and am changed at the fight ;

For mine eye is illumined, my Genius takes flight,

My foul, like the fun, with a gl:;nce

Embraces the boundlefs expantft,

And moves on thy watm, wherever they roll,

Prom the day-darting zone to the night-brooding -
_pole.

My Spirit defeends where the day-fpring is born, .’
Wherc the billows are rubies-on fire,

And the breezes that rock the light cradle of morn
Are fweet as the Phoenix’s pyre:

O regions of beauty, of love, and defire !
(o) g;.rdms of Eden! in vain

Placed far on the fathomlefs main,
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Where Nature with Tnnocence dwelt in her youth,

When pure was her heart, and unbroken her truth.

But now tﬁe fair rivers of Paradife wind

Through countries and kingdoms o’erthrown 3

Where the Giant of tyraany cruthes mankind,

‘Where he reigns,—and will foon reign alone,

For wide and more wide o’er the fun-beaming
‘Zone,

He firetches his hundred-fold arms,

Defpoiling, deftroying its charms ;

Beneath his broad footftep the Ganges is dry,

And the mountains recoil from the flath of his eye.

‘Thus the peﬁﬂé:}t Uppas, the hydra of trees,

Its boughs o’er the wildernefs fpreads,

And with livid contagion polluting the breeze
Its mildewing infuence fheds §
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‘The birds on the wing, and the flowers in theix
beds,

Ase flain by its venomous breath,

That darkens the noon-day with death,

~ And pale ghofts of Tra§ellcrs wander around,

While their mouldering fkeletons whiten the

ground.

Ah! why hath JEHOVAH, in forming the world,
With the waters divided the land,
His ramparts of rocks round the continent hurl’d;.
And cradled the deep in his hand,
16 may tranfgrefs his eternal command ;
And leap o'erthe bounds of his birth
To rg§age the uttermoft carth,
And violate nations and rcalh'\s that fhould be -

. Diftin@ as the billows, yet one as the fea !
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There are, gloomy OcEAN ! a brotherlefs clan, .

‘Who traverfe thy banifhing v.vaves,

‘The poor difinherited outcafts of man,

‘Whom Avarice coins into flaves ;

From the homes of their kindred, their forefathers’
graves, .

Love, friendhip, and conjugal blifs; .

" They are dragg’d on the hoary abyfs;
" The fhark hears their fhricks, and afcending to day,. .

Demands of the fpoiler his fhare of the prey.

Then joy to the tempeft that whelms them be .

neath,

~ And makes their deftruction its fport |

But woe to the winds that propitioufly breathe,
And waft them i in fafety to port !

‘thrc the vultum and vampires of Mammon re-..

fort ;.
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Where Europe exultingly drains

Her cordials from Africa’s veins;

Where the image of God is accounted as bafe,
And the image of Ceefar fet up in its place!

‘The hour is approaching,—2 terrible hour!

And Vengeance is bending her bow;

Already the clouds of the hurricane lour,

And the rock-rending whirlwinds blow ;

Back rolls the huge Ocean,—Hell opens below §
The floods return headlong,—~——they fweep

“The flave-cultur’d lands to the deep ;

I.l‘a a moment entomb’d in .the. hon'it;le ,:void,

By their Maker Himfelf in hie anger.deftroy’d.

Shall this be the fate of the cane-planted ifles,
More lovely than clouds in the weft, )
thh' the fu;l o’e:: the ocean defcénding in fmiles
Sinks foftly and fweetly to reft?

- A L
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~—NO!—Father of Mercy ! befriend the oppreft;
At the voice of thy gofpel of peace,

May the forrows of Africa ceafe

And the flave and his mafter devoutly unite

*f'0 walk in thy freedom, and dwell in thy light1-

As homeward my weary-wing’d Fancy extends
Her ftar-lighted courfe through the fkies,

High ovet the mighty Atlantic afcends,

And turns wpon Europe her eyess

Ah me! what new profpe@s, new horrors arife !
Ifée the war-tempéfted flood

All foaming, and panting with blood 5

The panic-ftruck Ocean in agony roars, /
Rebounds from the battle, and flies to his thores.

* Aluding to the glorious fuccefi of the Moravian Mif~
Jionaries among the Negroes in the Weft Indies,
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‘For BrITANNIA is wielding her trident to-day, i

Confuming her foes in her ire,

-And hurling her thunder with abfolute {way

From her wave-ruling chariots of fires

—She triumphs ;—the winds and the waters cons
{pire

To fpread her invincible name 3

The univerfe rings with her fame j

—But the cries of the fatherlefs mix with her praife,

And the tears of the widow are fhed on her bays}

O Britain! dear Britain! the land of my birth;
‘O Ifle, moft enchantingly fair ! .
Thou Pearl of the. Occan! Thou Gem of the

Earth! ] .
O my M&her " my Mother! beware ;

For wealthis a phantom, and empire a fnarez .
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O let not thy birth-right be. fold

For reprobute gloty and gold:

Thy foreign dominions like wild graftings fhoot,
They weigh down thy trunk,—~—they will tear np
‘ thy root :—

The root of thine OAK, O my Country ! that ftands
Rock-planted, and flourifhing free; ‘,

 Nts hmnchcsmltrctch’dovc’r far-diﬂ:antiands,
And its fhadow eclipfes t".hc fea:

“The blood of our Aneeftars nourith’d the tree ;
From their tombs, from their afhes it fprung;

Tts boughs with their trophies are hung 3

Their fpirit dwells in it :—and hark ! for it fpoke ;
‘The voice of our Fathers afcends from their oak.

“Ye Britons ! whodwell where we conguer’d of old,
Who inherit our battle-field graves 3
X
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‘Thoughpoor were your Fathers,—gigantic and bold,
‘We were not, we would not be flaves;
But firm as our rocks, and as free as our waves, .
<« The fpears of the Romans we broke,
‘We never ftoop’d under their yoke;
In the thipwreck of nations we ftood up alone,
* —The world was great Cn:su.’s-—‘but Britain our

own.

¢ For ages and ages, with barbarous foes, .
The Saxon, Norwegian and Gaul, N
We wreftled, were foil’d, were caﬂ:'down, but we

r.ofc

. With new vigour, new life from each fall; -

By all e aere conquer’d :~—WE CONQUER’L-
THEM ALL!
& The jcmel; the cam;ii)al mind,
We foften’d, fubdued and refined ;
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:Bem, wolves, a.nd- féa—ﬁxonﬁex;s théy fu(ix’d from

.

" their den;
We taught them, we tamed them, we turn’d thern

to men. -

«Love led the wild hordesin his flower-wovenbands,

‘The tendereft, the ftrongeft of chains! - i

Love married our hearts, he united our hands,

And mingled the blood in our veins;

One race we became :—on the mountains and
/ plains ;

‘Where the wounds of our country were clofed,

The Ark of Religion re;;ofed,
' The unquenchable Altag of Liberty blazed,

And the Temple of Juftice in Mercy was raifed. ~

¢ Ark, Altar and Temple we left with our breat’

To our children, a facred bequeft !



nz THR OCEAN.
Q guard them, O keep them, in life and in death
So the fhades of your Fathers fhall reft, -
And your fpirits with ours be in paradife bleft :
. —Let Ambition, the fin of the Brave,
And Avarice, the foul of 2 Slave,
No longer feduce your affe@ions to roam
From Libesty, Juftice, Religion, AT HOME!”
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‘ Oscs in the flight of ages paft,

There lived 2 Man :—and WHO was He ?
—DMortal ! howe’er thy lot be caft,.

That Man refembled Thee.

{rnknown the region of his birth,

The land in which he died unknown 3
His name hath perifh’d from the earth,.
This truth furvives alone :w-=

That joy and grief, and hope and fear,.
Alternate triumph’d in his breaft 3

His blifs and woe,~a fmile, a tear !
—Oblivion hides the reft.
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The bounding pulfe, the languid limb,
The changing fpirits’ rife and fall;_
We know that thefe were felt by him,
For thefe are felt by all,

He fuffer’d,—but his pangs are o’er ;-
Enjoy’d,—but his delights are fled ;

Had friends,—his friends are now no more ;.
And foes,—his foes are dead.

He loved,~but whom he loved the grave .
Hath loft in its unconfcious womb : )

O fhe was fair !—but nought could fave.
Her beauty from the tomb. .

The rolling feafons, day and night,

Sun, moon and ftars, the earth and main,
_ Erewhile his portion, life and light,.

To him exift in vain.
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He faw whatever thou haitl feen,
Encounter’d all that troubles thee;
He was=——whatever thou haft been
He is—what thou fhalt be.

The cloudg and Yunbeams, o’er his eye,
That once their fhades and glory threw,
Have left in yonder filent fky, .

No veftige where they flew.

‘The annals of the human race,

Their ruins, fince the world l;cgan,

Of HIM afford no other trace

Than this,—THERE LIVED A MAN?

\LOT

HE END. -

— ——————n
Printed by J. Montgomery, at the Iris Office, Sheffield.
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